

The Hi fiery of 

7m Omyfwcetbfoft.IioBftaiu begofcd A neeli totW 
the uiOily is pam backe a game, * 

0,1 do not like that paying backc,tis a double labour 1 
Pm; 1 am goodfriends with my father,& may do any thin* 
fr/.Rob me the Exchcquerthc firfl: thing thou doeft and do ft 
with vnwafht hands too . 

B ar. Do my Lord, 

Prin.l haue procured theejacke a charge of foot,’ 

Tal.l would it hadbeeneofhorfe. Where fball'l findeone 
that can ftcale weljO,for a fine thiefe ofthe age of xxii.or ther 
abouty-I am hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God be thanked for 
thefc rcbclsjthey offend none but the vertuou$*,I laud them I 
praifethem. Pm.Bardoll, Bar My Lord. * 

P rin. Go beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafter* 

To my brother Iohn, this to my Lord of Weftmcrland. 

Go,Peto, to horfe,for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time: 

Iackemeeteme tomorrow in the Temple hall, 
Attwoaclockein theafternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge,and there recciue. 

Money and order for their furniture. 

The laud is burning,Percy ftands on high. 

And eyther they orwcmuftlowcr lie. 

Pel. Rare words b raue world.Hoftcs,my breakefaft come 
Oh, I could wiih this T auerne were my drum, Exeunt, 

Enter Hotfpur, W era [l era nd Douglas, 

Hot Wellfaid,my noble Scot,iffpeaking truth • 

In this fine age were not thought flattery. 

Such attribution Ihould theDouglas haue 
AsnotaSouldicr ofthisfcafonsftampe. 

Should go fo gcnerall eurrant through the world, 
x By God I cannot flatter,l defie 
The tongues offoothers,but a brauer place 
In my harts loue hath no man then your felfe; 

Nay,taske me to my word,appr oue me Lord, 

• Don, Thou art the king of honour, 

No man fo porent breathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him, Enter one with letters, 

Bet. 







Henry the fourth. 

' &t. Do fo, and fis well: What letters haft thou there ? I can 

butthankeyou. 

(JtfeJf.ThcCc letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himfelfe* 

CWefHc cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuousfick. 

Hot t 7.o unds,how hat he the leifure to be ficke 
In fuchaiuftlingtime?wholeades his power? 

Vnder whofe gouernment come they along? 

Mejf. His letters beares his mind,not I his mind, 

JFor.Ipretheeteli me doth hekeepe his bed? 

Mejf, Hedid,my Lord,foure dayes erelfetforth, 
Andatthetimeofmy departure thence. 

He was much feard by his Phi/ition. 

Wor .\ wouldthe Rate of time had firft bin whole , 

Ere he by fickneshad binvifited: 

His heath was newer bfet ter worth then now . 

Hs/.Sicke now,droope now, this ficknesdoth infeft 
Thevery Iife-bloud of our enterprife, 

T’is catching hither, cuen to our campc: 

He writes me here, that inward (ickuelfe, 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fo foone be drawne,nor didhe thinke itmcctc. 

To lay fo dangerous and deare a rru ft 
On any fouleremotTd,but on hisowne, 

Yet doth hegiuc vs boldaduertifement. 

That with our fmall coniunftion.w e fhould on. 

To fee how fortune is difpos’d to vs: 

Eor,as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

BecaufethcKingis certainely poflell 
Ofall our purpofest what fay youtoit? 

Wm ' Your fathers ficknefle is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous galb,a very lnnme lopt off, 

Andyet,infaith,it is not his prefent want 
Sccmes more then we fhall find it: were ft good, 

Tofetthe exaft Wealth ofalour dates, 

AH at one cafljto fet fo rich a maine. 

On the nice hazzardofone doubtfullhourc, 

« were not good, for therin fhould we read 

H The 




